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THE MORNING EXAMINER: OGDEN, UTAH, SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 14, 1909,

CHAPTER XXVIl.—Contlnued.
Madame de Varnler seated herself
i{n the shadow, so that she would not
at once confront Helena as she en-
tered. -Her jeweled fingers touched
her hair lightly, her poze suggested
the languid indlfference of a woman
of the world who awalts the entrance
of a caller. Mercy and tenderness and
womanly pity were denied this beautl-
ful animal at her birth. Or these di-
vine qualities had beon flercely
crushed by fanatic zeal,

I paced to and fro in an agony of
rage and pity; and this Medusa fol
jowed my every movement with her
cruel, mocking smilo

The woman whom I had hoped to
gave from suffering, yes, the woman
I loved, was coming to this chamber
of horror. She was coming, radiant
with hope. Happiness awaited her,
ghe thought—the caresses of a loved
brother, repentant of his momentary
folly. And, perhaps, her heart was
beating high with gratitude to me—to
the man who she thought had made
this much wished-for reconclliation
possible.

Black despair awaited her in the |

little oratory yonder. She wae to be
tortured with a dilemma as cruel as
ever racked the heart of womdn.

But her decision I could not dowbt
1 had a proud falth in this lady who
had sent me into the lists to fight for
her. When first I had seen her on the
terrace of the hotel at Lucerne—it
seemed ages ago, Instead of days—I
ramembered how her clear gaze had
thrilled me. The valm, unwavering
Yook of her gray eves was truth itself
I had thought, A lle was not possible
for her—not even a lie to be spoken
by another for her sake.

But with what abhorrence would
she regard me! Had I not been drawn
in the subtle web of this Circe’s nert,
the dilemma at least would not exist
for her. But If the dilemma did not
exist, Sir Mortimer's dishonor would
still be -a terrible reality. After all,
the curtaln had not fallen yet. Helena
and I were both puppets In the hands

of capriclous Fortune. It was she
who held the balances, or, rather a
just God whose wheels may {urn

glowly, but sconer or later He sces
that justice 1s done:

I hao left the door slightly ajar. It
lwas pushed open with a brusque sud
‘denness that startied. The servant
anust have known the tragedy that
‘awaited the woman he was conducting
here. With a Frenchman's love of the
dramatic, he ushered her In with
pompous ceremony, and stood walting
expectantly, As I closed the door
roughly on him, Helena saw me.
Madame de Varnier, seated in the
shadow, she had not yet seen.

1 scanned her face closely. T saw
that not hope nor the expectancy of
8 hippy meeting with her brother was
bher dominant emotion. Eager she
'was, but it was the cagerness of anx-
fety, and not of hope. Her quiet as-
surance came from courage and seclf-
wontrol. Her brother had disappeared
mysteriously; Captain Forbes had been
the victim of a trick; she had put her
f2ith in one who was almost a stran-
ger to her; and now she had ventured
to the chateau alone. Even a man
might have hesitated.

But when I stood before her, I was
touched to see how she leaned on me,
who had twice failed her.

“My brother?” she whispered

Once before she had wrung from
me the bitter truth. Now, as then, a
certain courage came from her pres-
ence. Her own scorn of weakness and
gubtorfuge supported me. 1 answered
her =imply, as I knew she would have
me answer—the direct, stern truth:

“Your brother Is dead, Miss Brett.®

There followed a sllence so intense

that I could hear quite distinctly the |

river Aare beating agalnst the chateau
walls. With the curious irrelevance
that comes &0 often in moments of |

tense anxiety I thought it strange that |
| him
!

Captain Forbes had not given some
sign of his presence In his prison dur-
ing the past half hour. Heiena leaned
toward me, frowning slightly as {f in
perplexity.

“Dead, did you say? Not dead!”

I repeated the words: unconsclous-
1y I spoke a little louder. The scene

tenderness for others In thelr grief
You have told me that your life has
been one of suiferinz; then have
mercy for this girl who Is suffering
You will not torture her further. You
will leave to her the only comfort that
remalns for her, the proud memory of
a brother who served his couniry with
honor.”

“It is for you to do that, monsienr.’
She spoke with assumed indifference,
fingering the cross that hung from
her nock.

“Mr. Haddon,” said Helena proudly,
“you will make no appeal to Madame
de Varnier to spare me from suffering.
Where is my brother? 1 supposae that
there is no one here who will deny me
my right to see him7?"

The two women faced each other

“Death Is sometimes not the worst
calamity that may befall one, madam.”

At these ominous words Helena
turned to me with a gesture of pain
Her courage faltered, though she

| an whom she hated so bitterly

"Death Is not the worst calamity?”
She repeated 4he words slowly, as If
secking their hidden meaning. “Ah
this infamous woman, who dragged
down my brother to disgrace when he
lived, will not spare even hi#® memory
She threatens to make his shame oven
more publlc than it {s."

“Your champion has It in his powes

fought for her control before the wou- |

“/ah, yon are afraid!”
standing at the door of the oratory
with extended arms
face the truth. Listen,
proofs of your brother's gullt are not
{maginary. They exlst in his
writing. Not one signature which may
be forged;: there are whole pages. You
listen hr.v.; vou will tremble before 1
| have finlshed. At present there is no
one who has seen these prools except
myself. Dut dare to doubt me to

madam;

for the whole world to read. Do you

IR'h“l'l would give me any sum [ chq
!70 ask for-those papers
‘mr- so much, and scorn me
that you prefer to sce your
name held up as a rd for
rope's contempt? Yeu disdain
{t poeslble that my charge be
Then what have you to fear?
{s no one who can more surely fdentlfy
vour brother's writing than yourself
-\‘.'hu-h will you choose? It fs for you
| to say. Will you consent to see these
papers now, or am I to sell them to
the embassies of Russia or Austria?”

The two women measured each
other in a long zilence. I watched the
duel from the open window where I
stood. Madame de Varmer's threat
was a terrible one. It was the flerce
| pleading of a desperate and unscrupi-
| lous adventuress striving frantically to
move the lofty trust of a sister in a
brother's rectitude and honor
faith In the courage and nobility of
soul of Helena. [ believed that she
would face shamg and unhappiness
i with ealm resolution. But I could not
' wonder that Madame de Varnier's
menace made her hesitate.

The slow seconds passed, and shill
they faced each other in silence. That
long silence seemed to me ominous. I
suffered with Helena in the angulsh of
her declision.
| To yleld would be to doubt. But If
| she refused to vield, to doubt, And If
1 this woman spoke the truth, and made
|good her tahreat— For herself she

would endure everything rather than

Do you hs
so Dbitterly

brother's

frue

, i
\\\\\\\?_«ﬁm”

=

to prevent that,"” suggested Madame
de Varnier softly.

Helepa turned on her with horror

“It is Ineredible that you should
make traffic of a man's love.”

“To me the love of a man llke Sir
Mortimer Brett would have been a
glory, not a disgrace,” returned the
adventuress calmly. “But there was
no love between Sir Mortimer Brett
and myself In the sense you mean
Whatever feeling your brother had for
me was controlled. Yes, and I tempted
In that regard his honor is stain

less.”

Motionless, each looked into the oth-
er's eves

“And yet you said there I8 a ealam-
ity worse than death?” Helena ques-
tioned, torn between hope and fear

“And I say it agaln. Dishonor 1s

seemed unreal, theatric. Again the
irrelevant  thought intruded, how
when a boy, I used to wonder if all the
things that had hitherto happened fin
my life—all my existence—were not
one long dream; a dream from which
I should awake presently, to find my
self living a life utterly different.

“It seems, sir,” she faltered, “that
your mission is always to bring bad
tid‘nge. It was only the other day
you told me that the man who loved
rue had died. Now It is to tell me that
the brother I loved so much is dead.”

She emiled pitifully, a curiously
twisted smile that expressed her suf-
fering more than any tears, No re-
proaches oould have troubled me as
did that pathetic smile. I turned ab-
ruptly to Madame de Varnler, whom
she had not yeL seen. My rage and
pity overcome my reason. I might
bave appealed to a heathen idol sitting
i3 grotesque majesty in its temple of
gloom with as little effect.

“You are a woman. You must have

& woman's heart: vou must fe
rt ™m feel some

worse than death.”

Helena turned to me, dazed and ap-
pealing, a trembling hand drawn slow
ly across her forehead.

“You are silent. What do those ex-
| traordinary words mean?"”

I hesitated. .

“Tt is sald—this woman says—but it
fs false. Do not believe her,” I cried
desperately at length

"He has not the courage to tell the
truth,”” crled Madame de Varnier,
walking slowly toward Helena, who
shrank back. “Your brother 1s known
Lo be gullty of taking bribes

“You are right not to belleve that,
Mr. Haddon,” she said scornfully, and
siched her relfef.

“There are proofs to convince the
most skeptical, even you,” insisted her
tormentor with savage emphasls

“What you say is fmpossible Where
I8 my brother, Mr. Haddon”

I pownted sllently to the oratory
Helena  turped to £0 thither, bl;l

Mademo de Varnler barred ber en-
trapce.

compromise with this betraser of
men’'s honor. int there was the
mother to be thougzht of. -

She had decided. She raised her

hands slowly in a gesture that pathet-
ically showed her submlssion. Madame
de Varnler had conquered—so far

"Do not think I doubt because I
consent ' She turned to where I stood,
‘But If this woman is sincere, and be-
lieves that these proofs exlst, others
will believe it too. There is no for-
gery so clever that I should not de
tect It. My brother's handwriting was
peculiar. His honor must not he quos-
tloned because of a clever trick. Came,
I will see those papers”

Madame de Varnler glided across
the bare room and struck the heavy
door of the Uttla chamber she had
aiready pointed out to me as contain-
ing the gafe. To my surprise the door
had not been locked. It opened pon-
derously, and I saw the gleam of the
safe. She stood at the doorway and
beckoned to Helena.

“Come, madam, or are you afraid to
trust yourself In the room alone with
me?"

"Has Mr. Haddon already scen these
papers that he |g not to come?”

“Mr. Haddon has seen copies’of the
original papers in the safe,” retarned
Madame de Varnier in triumph. *“He
was so convineed of your brother's
guilt that he destroyed these coples.
You will not be surprised then if I re-
fuse to trust him with the preclous
originals.”

I attempted no expostulation, 1
knew the uselessness of that, and we
had agreed that Helena was to decide
for herself I had falth enough in
her not to doubt her ultlmats decision

“I will se& these papers with you
alone,” sald Helena quletly -

“And you will glve mae your word of

sha cried, l

“Youn dare not |
the | with bitterness

own |
| - “I should belleva it answered Ma-

ignore these proofs, and they shall ba |

hear? 1 gay for the whole world; and |

Eu- |
{o think

There |

[ had |

}

ample of Mr. Haddon in attempting to
destroy them?"

’ “My word of honor!” eried Helena
“Would you believe
{ that if you think my brother gullty of
| dishonor?”

dame de Varnler

“Then I glve It to you.”
' She' walked to the ropm with a firm
step, passing me where 1 stood

“Be brave,” T whispered. “DBe on
your guard.  Refuge to belleve that

youi brother Is guilty, no matter what
goeclous prools this woman may show
you. It 15 slmply fmpossible that he

* do you say that?' Her cyes
ry wistinl

120, I looked at her steadily,
“I know how Impossible it weuld be
{or the sister.”

“Your f2lth strenzthens mine.” She
entered the room, passing by Madame
| de Varnler at the threshold
" the woman

\u revolr, M. Cow

cried tauntingly, and the key turned
in the door

CHAPTER XXVIII.
“Coward!”

I heard a clock in the village strike
| the hour. Tt was gix. The chateaun
walls cast a long shadow on the oppo-
site bank of the river. The mountains
in the far distance were purple and
red In the evening light. The long
day was coming swiftly to an end;
and the night was mysterlous with {ts
promise of despair

This tower of the three rooms! Two
of these rooms held thelr tragedies
What if the third room had Its tra-
gedy llkewiso!

I struck sharply the door of that
room in which Madame de Varnior
had said that Captain Forbes was {m-
prisoned. T listened; there was no
answer T called the name of the
king's messenger aloud; still there
was no answer. Soon the moon would
rise, and its cold rays might fall on
the llfeless body of Forbes; for if all
were well, why should there be this
ominous quiet?

The suspense was unendurable. I
listened at the door of the room that
concealed the two women. I heard
the murmer of vo'ces. That reassured
ma go far as Helena's safety was con-
cerned,; but It made me absolutely
certaln that Captain Forbes must have
heard my volce if he were llving, and
in that room,

And when the two women came out?

I shrank from that coming with
dread. T had told Helena to be brave,
to ignore the evidence of her own
sight. But I had been shaken In my
own bellef as to Sir Mortimer's inno-
cence.  Surely her faith would be
greater than mine; but the evidence
seemed so overwhelmingly against Sir
Mortimer, If Sir Mortimer's letters
and notes were genuine. At any rate
the woman I loved must hold a bitter
cup to her blanched lipz; It must ba
emptied to the very dregs. Her suffer-
ing was Inevitable, whether she he-
lieved her brother innocent or gullty.

I could not doubt that she would
refuse to purchase the sllence of
Madame de Varnler at the cost of fur-

ther dishonor, even though I were
chlefly to bear thal myself. But if
she demanded that? Was I strong

anonugh to resiat her tears? I must be.
My reason told me of the folly of
Madame de Varnier's plan. But If I
yielded weakly presently, and the ruse
actually succeeded, I knew that the
hypoerizy of the aet would become
more and more dreadful to Helena
with the coming years. No; if In that
supreme ecstacy of her agony sho
ghould entreat me, I must still refuse.
I must declde for her, even t=ough
she thought my own cowardice re-
sponglible for that refusal.

Coward'! How that word bheat a
devll’s tattoo on my excited brain., It
had been the keynote to all my suffer-
ing, and to all my joy. Willoughby
had died uttering it; Helena had
echoed it in thought; and Madame de
Varnier had spoken it again and again
in her flerce contempt during the past
hour. Yes, it was the keynote of my
suffering and my Joy It was the
motif that obtruded agaln and agaln in
the stormy music of these past hours.
It was a baneful tallsman, a watch-
word. Its letters seemed to have al-
most a magic potency. It was a coun-
tergign that opened for me the gatez
of paradise and hell,

A tallsman! A watchword' A coun-
tersign! Suddenly [ saw the word
C-0-W-A-R-D written in faming let-
ters. They revolved furlously. They
danced before my vision.

This was sheer madness—this im-
posible conjecture. I reasoned the un-
reasoning fmpulse to hope against

hope. But the forlorn, desperate pos-
sibility fought obstinately for recog-
nitlon. It held me with all the damn-

fng power of a hallucination.

And then suddenly it became a con-
viction. It was no longer an lmpossi-
ble hope, not even an intuftion It be-
came an absolute belief, a certainty
And this was the reason for my be-
lief:

Whenever Madame de Varnler had
montioned the safe ghe had called me
coward

C-O-W-A-RD!

That was the combination of the
safo.

At last a door opened. Helena made
her way toward me with uwacertain
steps, her hands held out before her,
as one groping in the dark. Her splen-
did fearlessness was gone. She look-
cd at me with the wild ~ves of a
wounded animal vainly seeBing a way
of escape. As she reached my side
her hands were still held cut as if for
protection I grasped them firmly,
but I did not speak.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A kiss on the l;bsﬁl.s_wo‘l-'lh two on

honor that you will not follow the ex-

tha hand

Beyond Pardon,

“Why are you ko violently indignant
with that office holder?”

“Because,” answered the bosa, 1
have reliable information that he hag
been grafting ™

“But you surely ought to be able Lo
forgive that™

“No, T can't. He grafted for him-
self lnstead of for me "

French Expgrta of Mistletoe,
Nearly 200 tons of mlstletos are an-
noally exported from France to Eng-
land, principally for use at weddings.

Hard to Do.

One of the hardest things for a hus
band to do is to arrange It so that the
nights he comes home late to supp(v;
his wifo {s aleo lato in gotting It roady
If this wero poseible, a great deal of
unpleasant conversation  would he
spared.—Detrolt Fren Press

Daily Thought.

Never hear more than one trouble
at a time. Some people bear three
kinds—all they aver had, all they have
now, and all they expect to hava

This Queer World,

And the mystery still lingers—why
Is It necessary to salt a fish caught in
| tha salt ocean? A sea bass caught off
Seabright requiree Just as much salt
!In the seasoning as a black Dbass
| caught in the saltless waters of Lake
| Erle—New York Press.

P e ——————

Pay Up.

If your bills are correct, pay them
promptly and pleasantly, and people
will respect yon. Try this method and
Oote tho results —The Oklahoman.

|
l Up to Date jn Agriculture.
However congervative the farmer I2
| about his polities and his religion and
' hls views on morality, he has rid hin
self of most of his old-time fixed ideas
| about agriculture apnd is leadiug the
professional state experimentalists in
the search for pew methods—Toledo
Blade.

|

[

|

[

| Statiskics of London Flres.

' Tn London more fireg occur on Sat-
‘ urday than on any other day of the
| week, and more {n August and De-
! cember than in any other months.

(By William Herbert Hudnut.)
Quit you llke men, be strong;
There's a burden to bear,
There's a grief to share
There’s a heart that breaks ‘neath a
load of care—
But fare ye forth with a song.

o

Quit you like men, be strong;
There's a battle to fight,
There's a wrong to right,
Thero's a God who blesses the good
with might—
So fare ye forth with a song.

Quit you like men, be strong;
There’'s a work to do,
There's a world to make new,
There's a call for men who are brave
and true—
On' on with a song!

Quit you like men, he strong;
There's a years of grace,
There's a God to face,
There's ancther heat

world race—

in the great
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THE CALL OF THE NEW YEAR, Leneath sllken vests laden down with

tainted money True hearts are found
only, as a rule. among those who know
IHfe in all Its bitterness. People who
have never sguflered cannot knpw the
true meaning of genuine sympathy

There have been oceasions  where
men have been killed in a coal mine
and work still ordered continued.
“There are lots more men where they
came from™ s the heartlesg ery, and
unless the men had a union to enforce
their demands and protect them they
wero compelled to obeyv orders and
continue work or lose thelr jobs

How many times are poor, Ignoranc
forelgners sent up to the very top of
lofty blagt furnaces to make repalrs
while the boller plates are throbbing
from the Intense strain to which they
are subjected? One can read of accl-
dents from this source almost every
day In Pittsburg.

“But what Is the odds?” say the em-
plovers. “Of course, we hate to
any of our men getting hurt or killed—
especially when labor 1s scarce, but
then little things like that can not be
avolded, so what Is the use of worry-
fng about {t?"

S0

Speed! gpeed With a song!
THE GOOD OF UNIONS.

The question 1s often asked: “Of
what good {g the Unfon, and what rea-
son s there for its existence?"”

There would be no reason or excuse
for the exlstence of the Union if all
men were honest—Iif the golden rule
were observed; but such s not the
casc, Because many men are full of
cupidity, avariclonsness and selfish-
ness, they have endeavored to force
the employe to work for a bare exist
ence, under unsanitary and dangerous
conditions, and long hours. In order
to lessen these perlls and to secure 2
more equal share of the wealth
created, the union was formed It
seems to be the ldea of some that all
the union is for Is (o cause troubla
through strikes and other means. The
unions do not want strikes or trou-
ble of any kind. It is only when press-
ed to the last extremity to malintain |
Its exlstence and that of its members |
and when all peacable means have
been exhausted that strike is Instl-
luted This, and one other phase,
namely; the securing of botter wages,
shorter work day, betfer working con-
ditions and recognition as an Industrial
force, are about all that the public gen
arally sees of the union,

There is another phasze of unifonism,
however, which s of great Importance
and of which the public knows but lit-
tle, from the fact that it is not paraded
bhefore the people. The unlon teaches
better cltizenship, Dbetter morals,
greater Intellectuallty, thrift and econ-
omy among Its members, It cares for
Its members in sickness and distress,
disseminating hundreds of thousands
of dollars for thls purpose every year
It bas spent and {s spending milllons
dollars in erecting hospitals and |
asylums for the old and worn out mem- {

i

bers. It endeavors to keep the child In |
school, and to relieve women of the
drudgery of factory life, and by doing |
thig, it relieves the community ur}
thousands of public charges ever: |
vear, thus saving millions of dollars to |
the public treasuryy These are only |
a few of the many things that the |
union Is Jolng which entitle it to recog-
nition #s an economie force, and I feel
the objects and |

|

|

confident that when

alms of the unlon are really under-
stond by the people generally, that
there will be but lttle adverse eritl-

cism and more assistance rendered to
It In working oul the great problems
it has undertaken for the general up-
1t of humany —W. M. Piggott, In the ‘

Utah Labor and Rallway Journal

HOW THE EMPLOYER VIEWS HIS
HIRE
(By H. B. Moyer.)

In what light should the employer
look upon his hire? This is a ques
tion whieh a large number of our mod-
ernday emplovers would find It prof-
itable to ponder over It Is pretty
hard to say it, but the fact remains
that the average employer In all lines
of work looks upon his warkmen just
as he would on 80 many machines
graded according to ability to grind out
the almight> dollar, that he. the em
ployer, might live on the fat of the
land. And why, pray, should this he
s0? Is it not as Burns sald. “A man
fs a man for a' that?” It matters not
whether he be a hod-carrier, a lahorer
or what not—he I5 a man of the same
flesh and blood as the so-called blue-
bloaded aristocrat whose chlef occn-
pation In llfe geems to be the making
miserable of every other person with
whom he ecomes In contact

If there Is anything which makes my
blood boll it is the rot thrown forth
by members of the “four hundred”
in reference to what constitutes a gen
tleman and what constitutes the make-
up of a lady.

Anarchy Is beyond me, but I have
the utmost contempt for anything con-
nected with modern soclety, and take
a great delight In saylng so.

Not long ago while attending to my
nawspaper dutlea T had occasion to
write up a suit for damages against a
large machinery manufacturing con
cern. The sult was instituted by a
little twelve-year-old girl who had suf-
fered the loss of an eye through the
negligenee of the firm in safeguarding
a machine which she was handling,
engaged in dolng #ome sort of shear
Ing

The lawrer for the defendant firm,
in his address to the jury, took occa-
slon to remark that the matter was not
one of sympathy, but purely a busi-
ness matter. The loss of her eve
might disfigure her slightly, but the
matter was not of as mnuich conse-
quence a8 if the girl was one who
could even hope to some day take her
place among society women.

Judging from ihe verdict (25,000)
the jury did not take to heart the re-
marks of the learned counsel, and I
might add that | took great delight In
polishing up my report on the case
to practically sult myself

If a wealthy man becomes finjured
he generally sues for triple the amount
an ordinary workman would ask for.
And why? Because he values his pos-
gibly worthless carcass as triple the
value of that of the cormmon flesh and
blood human being i

The real human hearts are not found

Life is as sweet to the lowliest la
borer as it is to the wealthiest snob
in the world. But what, after all, Is a
man'g life when compared with the
financlal welfare of those who already
have practically all the wealth of the
world at thelr feet?

The average employver is the most
miserable belng In the world when It
comes to succoring those of his em-
ployes In distress Past geod work
counts for naught. Cut off a man's
earning power and you cut off all
friendship on the part of Mr. Employer
Business Iz business, vou know. A
dollar Is a .ollar, and the dollar stands
much higher in the average capitalist’s
estimation, every day in the week,
than a human being’'s happiness or
comfort,

THE JUDAS.

There never was an organization
of any description, political, fraternal
or rellgious, but in which there was
found a Judas. Even the “Prince of
Peace” found a Judas in the organl-
zatfon of the twelve apostles. So we
find them in everything. No organijza-
tlon Is perfeet, and the more Judases
that manage to creep in, the less per-
{ect it becomes

We find men today, as in times gone
by, ready to betray or sell his broth-
er to the enemy. As Judas lscariot
betrayed his master with a kiss, and
gold him for the petty sum of thirty
pleces of sllver, though he had made
long and loud professions of loyalty
to him, and had proclaimed to the
world that he would follow him to
the ends of the world, detend and pro-
tect him, even to the layinz down ot

hls own life if need be; so we ftind
men today In all classes of society
and In all kinds of organizatlons,

ready and willing to betray any trust
or confidence placed In them, even for
less reward than Judas received for
nis perfidy

Azaln we find men so low and de-
based, so devold of principle and self-
respect. as to. by the basest deception,
work their way Into these societies
for the express purpose of betraying
the soclety s principles, In the hope ot
recelving therefor some paltry remun-
eratfon or for some selfish purpose, or
for revenge of gome sort. The “heast’
In human form who will lend himselr
to such things Is the most despicablo
creature on earth. Ha {s worse than
the road agent; the murderer or the
purloiner of innocence, because he
knows there Is no law by which he
can be punished, while the others are
extremely llable to meel thejy Just
rewards

Some have these
ranks of organized labor, and mora
than we think. We have, fn (imea
past, had leaders who have sold us to
the enemy; others who have misman-
aged affalrs (whether wilfnlly or he-
cause of lack of ability we will noi
attempt to say) to such an extent that
It has greatly damaged our c
cansed many to suffer, and many les
lights who have wiltully given
rets and plans not vet matur-
ed, that would have glven to us, In a
measure, what waz justly due us;
and for whar: to gatn some selfish end,
or the hope of a monetary reward, or
the friendship of the enemy at the
cost of the loss of mll-ro}qrvci and the
ignominy of being known as a trait-
or. Verily the dayvs of Benedict Ar
nold are aot wholly past And to
such an one who wonld prove him-
self a traitor to the cause for which
he has espoused: after you have
done all the “dirty work” that your
employer requires, and are of no more
use to him, you are thrown aslde as
one not to be trusted, for {f you have
betraved one, it s only reasonable to
suppose that you might betray anoth-
er, If the occaslon arose. But, unlike
Arnold, you might not be detected for
some time; but the day of reckoning
must just as surely come Those
who are accuainted with history kKnow
what an awful fate hefell nim: so yvou,

Tudases fn the
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after you have stultified  voursalf,
brought disgrace upon your loved ones
and have been cast aside by those

for whom you haveelone all this, what
have you gained? What has it profit-
ed you? How will you appear before
the Great Judge? What detense will
you be able to offer to the charge
Thou art a traitor—a Judas!

I take it that no one, upon sobar
reflection. .who has the least particle
of self-reapect—who s, or, hoids him-
self above the brute, would exchange
the confideace, the esteem, the love
and honor of his fellow-man for a few
paltry dollara, or the promised exalt-

atlon by those who are the avowed
enemies of the human race., ‘I'hen
look well befora yow. leap. Think

twice hefore vou speak For charae-
ter onca lost Is dificult 10 redeem; a
confidence once betrayed §s hard to
regain

Eviyy society or organization |s
compelied to carry more or less of
this “dead welght.” It lakes a great
deal of time and effort of the “true
blue” ones, to counteract the wrong
done by these "Judases,” and people
who want to fnd fault are too prone

to judge the whole organization by
the act of the Judas; and there ara
many ways of proving oneself a .Judas
1t I one thing to produce the outward
evidence of good atanding in the un-
fon (prodocing a pald-up card): the
veriest fraitors have carrled “paid
up' union cards; for those cards are
only evidence that the dues are pali
Jut the real evidence of the trae un-
fon man is found in hils every-day life

in his as he associates anq
commingles with his fellowmen. Anq
it s exemplified more strongly In
the small things rather than in tha
few great things that he may do—
amall things that go to make up his
dally practice. A case In polnt has
but recently come to our notlce,
where almost a score of men were
digeiplined for violating an obligation
that have all taken: “That wa
would purcanse only gtrictly unlon-
made goods whenever and wherever
possible.”  These men snowed the

acts

we

*Judas” spirit by refusing or neglect
ing to patronize the union label when
it was rlght before them. It is high-
time that unionism began “housae
cleaning.” Weed out the Judasges that
we n know our real status and
strength Grent battles have been

won by a mere handful of raithful sor-
diers; great feats have been perform-
ed because of confidence in the faitnh-
ful servant, great successes have
been achieved fn all walks of  Iire
through the faithfulness of those in
whom confldence had been placed.

MARXIAN DEPARTMENT.

(Continued from Page Twelve)

The man strips to the waist, if the
place is normal. Most plts are “flory™
so far in. They are a mile and a halfy
from the shaft now

The boy stripped only to his shivt,
joinz his father

“Get the bottom mandrill,” says the
man, holding hls lamp to the coal. Ita
black face shineg under the light—
shines and smlles, in spite of the
rough trealment awalting it

The colller throws a friendly glance
at it. To him the coal {8 a good friend,
who feeds the four or five children at
home.

He scarcely ever thinks of the dan-
berous tricks It will sometimes play

The plek is swinging. The coal ix
pulled out of its comfortable bed. The
boyr and man are straining arms and

body and legs, carrying huge black
luaps to the car. It s filled
The horse with a singing driver,

comes Jown with an empty. Out goes
the full one to the ghaft bottom. Three
or four tlmes the process I8 repeated

“Time for a bit of grub!"™ says the
calller

Father and son zquat In the dust and
cat the bread and cheese they have
brought in their tin box. The drink is
cold tea, without sugar, or oatmeal and
water The dust and heat make a man
drink a half gallon a day. He wouldl
drink a cask of it, if he dared

I'wo or three minutes’ spell after
“grub,” then back to the face of the
shining coal. Heat, dust and labor have
made man and boy weary. No lonzor
they work brlliantly. The sweat on
thelr bodies Is black and glittering as
the lamplight flashes on them. Two
or three more visits from the horse
and the drlver—who is now prohably
swearing instead of singing—until he
suddenly says:
Answers,

SPARKS FROM THE ANVIL.

From the Sydney, Australia, “People ™

slave—no ecapital,

No capital—no wage slave.

No wage

aholish

what

What! do wou
capltal ?—We do.
capital Is?—We do
used to buy the bodies and
humafd beings.

propose ta
Do vou know

Capltal is wealth
brains of

What Is freedom to a nation hut
freedom (o (all) the Individuals in it
—"Uncle Tom's Cabin.”

There are no free nations and never
were any, unless it might be far
back In the dim antiquity of Gentlle-
fsm

In fact true freedom never hefore
was possible: the means for its estab
lishment had to be created before it
could be,

Those means have heen created av,
down to the smallest pin; not merely
the construction of free natlon:,
but something infinitely grander and
nobler—the world-embracing Interna-
tion, the co-operative commonwealth.
This will he the crowning work of the
emancipated Thrall of the Ages, the
working class.

for

Comrades and fellow workers, let us
assume the dignity of our Jestinv—let
it inspire with an unquenchable
zeal, with an unquenchable courage,
with Indomitable will to achleve the
unity of the working class

War cannot be prevented under cap-
ftalism because capltalism is war, . e,
aggression. There is no difference In
!J‘in(‘lp]v between stealing the product
of a man’'s labor under the protection
of law and order, as the capitalist Is
continually doing, and the stealing of a
country from its inhabltants under the
protection of warships, guns and bay-
B * are both acts of aggres
slon. on humanity. There are only
two ways of getting property elther
to produce It by your own labor or ac-
quire it from some one else,

Little Pitchers.

The angel-faced child of the house
looked up ingeouously at the middle
aged young lady guest:

“Miss Passy,” she cooed, “T heard
Cousin Nell and Misa Flip talking
about you this mornlng and Cousi
Nell said you wero wearing the wille
for young Mr Goodthing.™

“What!" gasped Mlss Passy,

“And are you wearing pussy ¢
lows, Mlss Passy?’ pursued the ¢
faced chlld

“What!" ahrilled Miss Passy.

“T thought maybo you were, baw_ £
Miss Flipp sald you were a cat®

Names of Type.

The names of different s8¢ .f type
fn use are as follows, begl og with
the smallest: Excelsior, & (ant, dia-

mond, pearl, agate, nonpag i minfon,
brevier, bourgeols, long p# aer, small
pica and plea. A numerleal designa-
tlon I8 now generally used in America,
pica belng twelve points and excelslor
three polnis.

Jap Company's Blg Business.
The Nitsul Tradlng Company of
Japan does a $100,000,000 business
with Europe, Auwstralia, America and

Asla.




